398                      A URENG-ZEBE,             [ACT iv,

Tis little to confess, your fate I grieve;
Yet more than you would easily believe.

Aur. Since my inevitable death you know,
You safely unavailing pity show:
'Tis popular to mourn a dying foe.

Nour. You made my liberty your late request;
Is no return due from a grateful breast ?
I grow impatient, till I find some way,
Great offices, with greater, to repay

Aur. When I consider life, 'tis all a cheat;
Yet, fooled with hope, men favour the deceit \
Trust on, and think to-morrow will repay:
To-morrow's falser than the former day ;

Lies worse, and, while it says, we shall be blest

With some new joys, cuts off what we possest.

Strange cozenage !    None would live past years again,

Yet all hope pleasure in what yet remain ;

And, from the dregs of life, think to receive.

What the first sprightly running could not give.

I'm tired with waiting for this chemic gold,

Which fools us young, and beggars us when old.
Nour. 'Tis not for nothing that we life pursue;

It pays our hopes with something still that's new:

Each day's a mistress, unenjoyed before ;

Like travellers, we're pleased with seeing more.

Did you but know what joys your way attend,

You would not hurry to your journey's end.
Aur. I need not haste the end of life to meet;

The precipice is just beneath my feet.
Nour. Think not my sense of virtue is so small *

I'll rather leap down first, and break your fall

My Aureng-Zebe (may I not call you so ?)

[Takinghim by the hand.

Behold me now no longer for your foe j

I am not, cannot be your enemy:

Look, is there any malice in my eye ?

Pray, sit.------                                                [Both sit.